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Drama of Faith Comes 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine De Hueck 


The front door of every Friendship House is painted 
blue, in honor of Our Lady. Naturally, so is the front door 
of Madonna House. When I started the first foundation, in 
Toronto, in 1930, | remembered the saying of my people, “If 
you paint the front door blue for Mary, she will bless all who 
pass through it.” This is a story of a call that came to me 


through the blue door. 

It was just one of those 
days, and no doubt about it. 
Cold, blustery, with the 
thermometer falling with a 
frightening rapidity. Fright- 
ening to us that is, of the 
first Canadian Friendship 
House, which like most of 
our “Houses,” was a flimsily 
built structure, open to all 
the vagaries of climate, with 
a big Quebec heater right in 
the middle of our library and 
general work room. 

The Heating Problem 

That Quebec heater ate 

coal like a starved man eats 
bread, and shed an intense 
heat at a circumference of 
about three to five feet. It 
left the drafty corners colder 
than ever. 
- There was also a big range 
which demanded even more 
coal, for it was used to cook 
meals three times a day. It 
threw little heat. 

The guests were many in 
that severe winter weather 
of early depression time. 
They came in hundreds and 
did not help the heating 
problem much. 

Yes, it was one of these 
days, and no mistake about 
it .. . for the cook had just 
informed us that he had 
enough coal for his range, 
for two meals. But he doubt- 
ed very much that there 
would be enough for the 
Quebec heater. Here was the 
last scuttle of coal dust he 
had painstakingly gathered 
from the coal bin... and 
that was that, and what did 
I propose to do about it? 

Some seventy pairs of ears 
listened to this question 
with personal interest, for 
they belonged to the guests 
whom, we called Brothers 
Christopher. The world, alas, 
calls them bums and pan- 
handlers. They had made it 
a habit to spend the extreme 
cold days of the winter in 
our Friendship House, read- 
ing, chatting, or just smok- 
ing and sitting quietly, and 
enjoying the warmth and 
coziness of the place. It was 
always open to them, and 
they were sure to meet some 
long lost buddy they had 
left in Calgary, or Halifax, 
waiting his turn to take a 
chance with freight cars and 
railway detectives. 

Yes the news imparted by 
the cook was of vital import- 
ance to all of us. No coal, 
no heat. No coal, no food. 

What was I going to do 
about it, knowing as I did 
that our bank balance was 
not big enough to buy an- 
other scuttle of coal, let 
alone the ton, or half-ton 
the emergency called for? 





Public Prayers 


Prayer was the only ans- 
wer I knew of .. . a prayer 
of trust in God and His 
Divine Providence. So slowly, 
clearly, I told the cook and 
the assembled company that 
we would have to ask God 
for coal, ask simply, humbly, 
in utter faith, with a little 
postscript to our prayer, 
that because of this emer- 
gency and the falling ther- 
mometer, we needed that 
coal TODAY BEFORE 
FOUR O’CLOCK IN THE 
AFTERNOON. The scuttle 
of coal would not last 
longer. . 

Just as I started getting 
on my knees to pray, and as 
the cook, a non-Catholic, but 
already trained in our pray- 
er-ways, bent his knee, a 
shuffling of chairs announc- 
ed that the Brothers Chris- 
topher, whatever their faiths, 
were ready to join me. 

Then a mocking, deep 
voice made itself heard, 
challenging my statement, 
and advising everyone to 
drop that foolishness, which 
was what prayer was, since 
everyone in his right mind 
knew that religion was the 
opium of the people and 
nothing more. 

Sadly I realized that once 
more we had a Communist 
brother in our midst, a poor 
soul that had lost his way, 
a sheep caught in the bram- 
bles of atheism. 

Paying no attention to his 
tirade, I knelt, and in a loud 
voice said an Our Father, 
a Hail Mary, and a Glory 
be, then stated our needs to 
the Holy Ghost, the Father 
of the Poor. I added a re- 
minder to Mary, His Spouse, 
about the dead-line of that 
need. 

I sat down at my desk and 
went on with my letters. The 
cook went back to the kit- 
chen. And the knights of the 
road, who, all but one, had 
joined me in the praying, 
returned to their cards, and 
conversations. 

Commy Stays Put 

But our friend the Com- 
munist could not let it go 
at that. All right, he said 
loudly, everyone had prayer 
to a Diety that did not exist. 
So he would stay put till 
four o’clock to witness our 
utter defeat, and to enjoy 
our discomfiture when that 
blasted coal did not arrive. 

He would also check on 
me, see to it that I did not 
phone some crazy benefactor 
for fuel. 

It was high time to cure 
people of that foolishness, he 
went on. I was beyond re- 





demption of course, but he 


hated to see these good men, 
all members of the down- 
trodden proletariat, be 
hoodwinked by. my 
faith in something that 
never was and never would 
be. 

Quietly I listened to all he 
had to say, and then asked 
him what he would feel like, 
and what he would do... 
IF THE COAL ARRIVED 
AS PER SCHEDULE, as it 
was quite apt to do in Friend- 
ship House, where a hundred 
emergencies, including the 
three daily meals, were mir- 


and His 
usfice 


aculously disposed of every 
day. 

He thought my question 
over for a while, and said 
that if this happened he 
would look into the matter 
of religion and God, and 
with as open a mind as he 
could muster. The way he 
said this made it a public 
promise. 

For the space of a minute 
or two a dead silence reign- 
ed, and the ticking of our 
old wall clock could be heard 
like the voice of doom. Then 
everyone once more went 
back to what he was doing. 
Everyone except one. 

I made a pretence at writ- 
ing. But all I could hear 
above the hum of conversa- 
tion was the ticking of the 
clock. Had I been presump- 
tuous? 

A Time Limit 

Had I overstepped some 
limit. in showing my inner 
certainty that God and Our 
Lady would hear our simple 
prayer and answer it before 
4 p.m.? Could one set a time 
limit on God’s Providence? 

Round and round these 
thoughts danced their fan- 
dango in my head. With all 
my heart I wished I could 
go to the church around the 
corner and talk to God about 
this unexpected redica- 
ment. But that would not do. 
No. Our Communist friend 
would suspect that I went to 


beg, or buy the coal. 
(Continued on Page Three) 


so 
Silly 


Madrid, Pentecost, 1 June, 
1952 — Maybe we are still 
too close to what happened 
to realize how tremendous it 
is. Yesterday as the Spanish 
airlines flew me from the 
Eucharistic Congress in Bar- 
celona, the. most extensive 
outpouring of the Holy 
Spirit since the first Pente- 





cost took place. 


Come Holy Ghost 

Eight hundred and_forty 
seminarians were ordained 
priests. They were Spaniards 
mostly, but there were 
French, Peruvians, Bolivians, 
Mexicans. Some even were 
Chinese. Nearly two-score 
bishops performed the or- 
dination in an_ outdoor 
stadium like Soldiers’ Field 
in Chicago. 

The red dupes of the devil 
in France and Italy are 
screaming, “Just another 
cheap political trick of Fran- 
co;” and, “It’s a mere circus 
stunt,” they sneer. The 
French government bent 
every effort to keep their 
people away from the Con- 
gress. But the people came. 

The Congress was no trick 
of Franco’s. It is the answer 
to what happened thirteen 
years ago in these very same 
streets of Barcelona. 

Priests and nuns. were 
bayonetted by the hundreds 
in those streets. Now their 
blood has been washed down 
the gutters; and the Body 
and Blood of their Master 
is carried publicly in the 
streets to the sound of 
hymns of joy and triumph. 

In All Spain’s Years 

Even as I write, Spain is 
staging the most magnifi- 
cent procession in all her 
history. And not even im- 
perial Rome in the days of 
Augustus Caesar ever had a 
triumph like this. 





This is a triumph of the 


The Army of Christ Is 
On the March at Last 


By Rev. John I. Gallery 


kingdom of Heaven on earth. 
Their Most Catholic Majes- 
ties, through the centuries, 
collected the fabulous 
wealth of the Indies; and the 
finest gold and _ precious 
stones went into vestments 
and chalices and monstran- 
ces for Our Lord’s Body and 





Blood. 

Can it be that a new day 
dawned on Pentecost? 
When the red terror is final- 
ly driven back into hell, it 
will be done by the army 
that gathered in the Plaza 
of Pius XII, on the last few 
days of the month of Mary 
in 1952. 

Guns and tanks can stop 
Communist aggression, but 
only the soldiers of Christ 
can stop Communism. 

Remember 1917 
The Mother of Christ told 
her soldiers on the other 
side of the peninsula, at 
Fatima in 1917, “If my 
words are heeded, Russia 
will be converted and there 
will be peace.” That is the 
only way peace can come 
to this poor, miserable war- 
torn, bewildered world. 
There is no other way. 

Billions for defense are 
not doing it because they 
can’t. 

This is a holy war! 

You can’t drive away the 
devil with a fire hose. Try 
holy water. And prayer. And 
penance. 

The XXXvVth Eucharistic 
Congress was one great pray- 
er for peace — real peace. 
The peace that the world 
cannot give. 

The army of Christ is on 
the march. 


Olga, Ksana, 


Marinna... 
By Catherine 


é 














In the last few years, from 
time to time, I have spoken 
of my sister-in-law Olga, her 
daughter Ksana, and her 
granddaughter, Marinna, 
who so suddenly and unex- 
pectedly appeared after the 
war in a DP Camp in Ger- 
many. 

Olga was blind with a 
cardiac ailment. All were 
destitute and in need of 
everything. All they had 
were memories . . . Olga re- 
membered the death of my 
brother, executed by the 
Communists, and that of 
her children and their wives 
and husbands. Eight alto- 
gether. 

Ksana remembered the ex- 
ecution of her husband, and 
her own long exile in a slave- 
labor camp. Marinna, six- 
teen years old, remembered 
flight, cold, and hunger. 





(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


The month of Heaven. The month of Our 
Lady’s Assumption ... August . . . the little speck of 
time the Church has allotted to us, unto the end of 
all time, to remember and celebrate the end of Mary’s 
exile on earth, her assumption into heaven, where 
she was crowned Queen of Apostles, Queen of Martyrs, 
Queen of all Saints and Queen of Angels... . yet re- 
maining also—for all times—the Mother of Fair Love 
and of men. 

It is indeed a glorious month to meditate on 
her, and on her Gift to us. For all around us we can 
see the bountiful fruitfulness of nature, another 
visible grace of the Creator, to feed men’s bodies, so 
that they may better adore, worship and obey the 
Christ, Who indeed was—THE PERFECT FRUIT OF 
HER WOMB! 

We—the restless generation of today—need to 
go and sit at the gates of her who is perfect silence 
and repose. 

We—who live in the tragic insecurity of hot 
and cold wars, of bombs, atomic or hydrogenic—need 
to sit at the feet of her who is the Way to the Prince 
of Peace. We—who arise in a dawn shadowed by fear, 
and lay ourselves down to sleep in its intensified 
darkness—need to walk at her side, who is the Lamp 
of the Light of the World, and of Perfect Love that 
casteth out fear. 

Let us then arise, and throw ourselves into 
the depths of what this word ASSUMPTION means. 
“Assumed into heaven”... Lifted up... body... 
mind ... soul. In heaven, after the New Testament 
of love has been given to men, there are just two 
PERSONS clothed in human, glorified flesh. CHRIST 
AND HIS MOTHER. Think of it! Meditate on it! 


Both of them remember the earth. Both know 
its sorrows and pain. Both know its bitter loneliness 
and its possibilities of joy and gladness. 


Yes—let us throw ourselves into that sea of 
love that Mary in ALL her feast-days offers us... 
and in all the days between them. For we need its 
cleansing waters ... we need its strengthening waves 

. . we need its healing touch .. . we need all that 
Mary the Mother of God can give us. 


And August is the month to ask for all of it. 
For August is Her month of triumph. The month that 
ended her exile. ; 


Is there anyone, who can even begin to fathom 
the hunger of her heart for her Son?—the hunger 
that filled all the long years she stayed on earth, 
strengthening His infant Church? 


Is there anyone who can even begin to under- 
stand her loneliness; or measure the height, the 
depth, the breath, and the width of her second FIAT, 
pronounced this time so silently that it went un- 
recorded even by the Beloved Apostle to whom Christ 
had entrusted her? 


It was the fiat of waiting ... of being separated 
from Christ Who was her Son... her Love... her 
God! 


Yes ... let us turn our faces to the Mother of 
Christ, and of us all, in this fruitful month of August 
... and ask of her, the Mediatrix of All Graces... 
the grace to be grafted on her. She is the Root of 
Jesse and the source of the Vine that is Christ and 
His Mystical Body the Church. Thus we may be 
taught to grow vigorously through her in Him. 

Growing under her tutelage . .. we may become 
true “witnesses” of Her Son... by our words and 
deeds; restoring all things in Him, opening the gates 
to His reign on earth, the reign of love, of peace, 
of joy. 














If you should ask me what 
thrilled me mgst in my 
recent trip to Ireland — go 
ahead and ask me, I won’t 
bore you — I will say it was 
a shrine in the middle of the 
principal street in Dublin. 
Right outside the Gres- 
ham hotel in O’Connell 
street, where the taxi drivers 
wait for someone to summon 
them, there is a shrine to 
the Sacred Heart. It con- 
tains a large statue, enclosed 
in glass that is always kept 
clean, and before which 
fresh flowers are placed 
daily and votive candles are 
lit every night. 

Prosperous and Holy 
In other words the city of 
Dublin has had an “en- 
thronement of the Sacred 
Heart,’”’ and God has blessed 
it abundantly. It is one of 
the most prosperous cities 
in Europe — and its people 
are among the holiest in the 
world. 
Now why can’t we have a 
shrine to the Sacred Heart 
in the center of New York, 
and Chicago, and Los An- 
geles, and St. Louis, and 
Kansas City, and San Fran- 
cisco, and Miami, and New 
Orleans, and in Montreal 
and Toronto and Winnipeg 
and Vancouver, and in every 
other big city on the con- 
tinent? 
It took a lot of “arrang- 
ing” to set up the shrine in 
Dublin. It is a ‘‘fixture” now. 
People march in ‘“proces- 
sions” to it on holy days. It 
would be worth the effort 
to set us similar shrines all 
over the United States and 
Canada. They would become 
“fixtures” too. 
If Christ blesses the house 
wherein His image is set up 
and venerated, will He not 
also bless the city where it 
is publicly displayed and 
honored? 

Christ Or Commy 
We tolerate Communist 
newspaper offices and 
schools and centers in this 
continent. Why should we 
not “tolerate” holy places as 
well? 
I wasn’t gone long, but I 
missed a lot of the life at 
Madonna House. However, a 
friend has filled me in on 
the news. Here’s what he 
wrote and had waiting for 
me on my return. 
“Three new piglets are in 
the newly prepared pig mo- 
tel. Louie has named them 
Eeny, Meeny, and Meiny. 
He explains ‘there aint no 
Mo.’ e apple trees _ blos- 
somed well, so maybe this 
winter there'll be many 
apple pies. The much- 
needed house for the staff 
workers, St. Martha’s, is go- 
ing up fast, but the dona- 
tions haven’t caught up to 
the bills so far. Well, as Fr. 
Dominic Barberi said, ‘Pro- 
vidence is rich.’ 
“You missed the black flies. 
They were really pesty this 
year. The girls have written 
and sung some new songs, 
one to the tune of Alouette: 
‘think of all the food you 
et.’ I would like to tell you 
of the summer school for lay 
apostles. 
“The first week dealt with 
the foundations of the spir- 
itual life. It was given by two 
riests. In the morning 
ecture Father Greg Loner- 
gan, a Jesuit, took the basic 
truths of creation, and sin, 
and grace; and, with a won- 
derful sense of humor, and 
a terrific technique of draw- 
ing any caricature at the 
blackboard, opened out these 
seemingly simple truths and 














ave many new lights on 
em. 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 


of thorns. 





The B’s Corner 

















The Important Things 

“The afternoon — session 
was presided over by Fr. 
Hugh Foley, a Basilian, who 
tried to show how important 
things like spiritual reading, 
mental prayer, and frequent 
confession are. 

“The family, as you and 
Catherine call these young 
souls the good God sends to 
Madonna House, numbered 
about 35 that week. Two of 
the group were from Paris, 
and one had come from 
Texas. The Texas girl was a 
recent convert. The follow- 
ing week there were 40 or 
more, including two girls 
from Indo China, one from 
Belgium, and another from 
France. 


1DO BELIEVE, LORD 





“Speaking of converts, 
during that first week, a 
woman who had once lived 
in Combermere, came back 
and asked to be baptized. I 
wish I could tell you all the 
odyssey of her gift of the 
faith, which came to her 
through prayer and_ the 
reading of Catholic books 
and periodicals. The whole 
group went from Madonna 
House to the temporary 
church to be present when 
the sacrament was admin- 
istered by our good friend 
Fr. John Callahan. The cere- 
mony was followed by a 
party. 

“I guess, next summer, 
you’ll have to start begging 
the price of a summer kit- 
chen and an outdoor oven. 
I know the girls bake 20 
loaves of bread daily now in 
that wood burning range 
that holds only five loaves at 
a time, and in a kitchen that 
is not too big. How those 
young ladies stand the heat 
and the congestion and all 
the other difficulties of the 
present setup I can’t quite 
understand. 

“Maybe 
saint.” 


they’re part 





The Crowning 
With Thorns 











Christ crowned with thorns 

give us the courage to think, 

to sift and measure and weigh; 
to wrestle with the angel; 

and if needs be 

to enter into darkness, 

disillusion and doubt, 

in the search for truth. 

Illumine our minds, 

though our eyes be blinded 

by Your bright ray. 

Crown us, Your servants, 

with the only crown fitting 

for vassals of the Lord of Light; 
crown us, Lord, 

with Your crown 





—Caryll Houselander 


I came across a little 


pamphlet the other day. It 
is the reprint of an address 
made by the bisho 


of Tour- 
nai to a group of Catholic 
actionists, and it interested 
me profoundly, because of 
the clarity of its definitions 
of Catholic. Action. 

The false ideas, the mis- 
conceptions, the lack of un- 
derstanding that surrounds 
this vitally needed move- 
ment, are enough to dis- 
courage the most_ stout 
hearted. That is why I want 
to share my little pamphlet 
with you, dear friends, for 
believe it or not, on our un- 
derstanding of the Aposto- 
late of Catholic Action, and 
our integration of it into the 
daily life of our “market 
places,” depends the fate of 
the world. 

While Life Lasts 

I know you are tired of 
hearing me say so in all my 
books, in the innumerable 
articles I have written for 
the Catholic Press of Amer- 
ica and Canada in the last 
two decades. . . in each issue 
of Restoration . . . and yet 
quite candidly I confess that 
I will go on plugging that 
line, while I have strength 
enough to lift a finger to 
strike a typewriter’s key, or 
voice enough left to dictate. 
‘ But enough of me. Let’s 
try to put down lucidly what 
a holy and learned Bishop 
has to say about it. 

He begins by pointing out 
that Catholic Action itself 
is not new... that it began 
with Christianity, that the 
Apostles themselves made 
use of the laity to “preach” 
the Gospel, and that, because 
it was not only to His chosen 
ones, the priests, that Christ 
entrusted this “witnessing” 
of Him and His teachings, 
but to the whole body of His 
Church—all the laity — the 
FAITHFUL. 

That by virtue of the 
Sacraments of Baptism and 
Confirmation the laity be- 
longs to the royal priesthood 
of Christ in its own fashion, 
and that this “WITNESS- 
ING,” which is the essence, 
the soul of apostolicity, is 
incumbent on them, is part 
and parcel of their Faith, 
their Christianity. 

What? When? Why? 

What then, he goes on to 
say, distinguishes the early 
Catholic Action from this 
seemingly “new one” of the 
20th century? And how did 
all this get started? And 
why? 

It started with Pope Pius 
XI in 1922. With the publi- 
cation of His Encyclical 
letter, “UBI ARCANO DEI,” 
which was nothing less than 
a call to arms... a call to 
apostolicity, to the witness- 
ing of Christ BY ALL THE 
FAITHFUL AND OF ALL 
THE FAITHFUL! 

The reasons for that call 
were easy to see. Even the 
most optimistic among us 
cannot deny that our mod- 
ern world is fast becoming 
pagan, materialistic, even 
atheistic. For it is not Christ 
who is invited into the gov- 
ernments and assemblies of 
nations. No. He is carefully 
excluded from them. Nor 
could it be said that God’s 
laws are either observed or 
made the bases of our indus- 
trial, business, or home lives. 
Nor is the press, the radio, 
the movies, television, or 
literature in general, dom- 
inated by the ideas and 
ideals of the Gospel. Ob- 
viously all along the line the 
opposite is true. 

One Goal in Life 

How then could the world 
be restored to Christ? Pope 

(Continued on Page Three) 





August—1952 


COMB 








Summer is truly with us 
and with it our Summer 
School of Catholic Action. 
Friends in Christ. Some of 
them unknown to us before 
and others, friends of long 
standing along the road of 
Catholic Action. 

It is the same story every 
week to us who stay here all 
during the course. And the 
wonder of it never palls. 
From Friday night through 
Saturday and Sunday, 
names which we have known 
for some time come alive for 
us. At first there is that 
little shyness about them 
that comes to all people who 
are slightly unsure of what 
paths they will be treading 
for the next week or two. 
But quickly, and how very 
quickly it seems, all are one, 
part and parcel of a group. 
And what a happy group it 
is. 

All In One Family 

By Monday morning, hav- 
ing already broken the bread 
of soul and of body together, 
having prayed, worked and 
sung together, their joyous 
eagerness for the first lecture 
can be felt. 

The first week was on the 
Spiritual Foundations of 
Catholic Action. So many of 
us don’t know where to 
start. Next, The Mystical 
Body of Christ; and we learn 
why it is so important to 
love our neighbor, and who 
our neighbor is. Christ the 
vine, we the branches. 

It is of our very nature 
to love ourselves. And how 
these lectures bring out the 
fact that we are all one! 
Maybe the people next door 
are disagreeable, maybe even 
sinful. How very clearly are 
we shown that we ourselves 
are in many ways respon- 
sible for their faults and 
failings. For the Body is one 
and they are part of us, of 
you and of me. 

A week on the Mystical 
Body seems too short a time 
to spend on it. 

They Come And Go 

Next “The Mass Lived.” 
Forty people, learning, dis- 
cussing and resolving to put 
into effect in their daily 
lives the truths they have 
learned again. What happi- 
ness it is to us here to see 
them lit up with zeal and 
love for God. With what 
sorrow do we see them de- 

art, knowing the difficul- 
ies which will beset them 
in their new endeavors to 
bring Christ into their own 
fields, their own milieu. 

But there is great consola- 
tion mixed with our sadness. 
Two hundred and fifty more 
souls going out to make their 
main object in life one of 
love. Loving God and His 
mother, and spreading His 

ospels by living them. Just 
wo hundred and fifty more 
grains of leavening to hel 
raise the dough of God’s 
souls in the world. 

Easy To See Here 


Apart from the spiritual 
beauty of the truths we have 
been learning in the past 
few weeks, we have the 
natural beauty of Comber- 
mere to thank God for. The 
town itself is small and 
widespread, with about fifty 
families living in a loosely 
knit group. The dark blue 
Madawaska river winds its 
way in and out, through 
fields, around roads and 
through front and _ back 
ards. Tall hills surround 
he valley of the town, and 
hidden away in God’s deep 
green forest, sometimes 
miles from the next house, 
are two or three hundred 
small man-made clearings. 

But Combermere is no 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 












— 


different than many other 
places in our world today. 
Although telegrams sent to 
us announcing someone’s 
arrival usually reach us 
after the person sending it 
does, and although our tele- 
hone service is normally 
ineffective outside a radius 
of three or four miles, still 
the problems, sorrows, and 
joys of the world have seep= 
ed through and penetrated 
even up into the houses on 
the great green hills. 
Touch One, Touch All 

Here it is easy to see how 
the actions of others touch 
all. Here it is not hard to 
understand how the mater- 
ialism of the world in gen- 
eral affects the actual living 
conditions of people far a- 
way. And here also, we see 
how people with charity and 
love in their hearts can 
bring untold peace and hap- 
piness to others whom they 
do not even know. 
















RESTORATION 


We haven’t much news. 
Of course you know we ac- 
quired electric lights, and all 
that, a day or two after your 
death. Remember the lamps 
you used to clean? And we 
have an electric pump. Re- 
member the one you work- 
ed? We have seven staff 
workers, and we may soon 
have new Friendship Houses 
in Canada. 

Catherine went to Rome 
last October. She believes 
you arranged it, knowing 
how much she always want- 
ed to see the Holy Father. 
And Eddie is sure you had 
something to do with his 
trip to Ireland. We are put- 
ting up a house for the girl 
staff workers. We call it St. 
Martha’s. Eddie found a 
statue of this saint in Gran- 
by Lane, Dublin. Of all 
places in the world! This is 
the street where Matt Talbot 
died. 


Say hello to Matt for us, 
and to Blessed Martin, and 
St. John Bosco, and St. 
Martha, and all our other 
friends, and all our relatives 


JOY 


ia the gigantic 


CHRISTIAN 


o*- chesterton 


That surge of love for God 
which you expressed by lov- 
ing your unknown neighbor 
—the clothing you sent from 
Syracuse, Toronto, New 
York, Montreal — living 

roofs of what we are learn- 
ing—our new church, which 
we hope to have finished by 
September, and which some 
of you have generously help- 
ed to build and will prob- 
ably never see — our aware- 
ness of Christ grows daily 
through such expressions of 
Him in you. 

It is with great thanks- 
giving and much love that 
we pray to our blessed 
mother in the Rosary each 
day for all our benefactors. 
And it is with gladness that 
we remember the words of 
his holiness Pope Pius XII 
to our foundress, Catherine 
Doherty, last fall, “I will 
bless through you now, all 
who belong to you, all who 
work in the apostolate every- 
where, all who ever did work 
in it, all who ever shall, and 
all those who help it.” 


A Letter To Our 
Departed Friend 











Madonna House, 
August 9, 1952 
Dear Flewy: Don’t be 
startled. This isn’t a sum- 
mons back to earth. It’s just 
a note to say we haven’t for- 
gotten you; just a few lines 
to prove we remember you, 
especially on this your first 
anniversary and that . we 
have frequently said a pray- 
er or two near the cross 
above your grave; just a 
sort of howdy from all of us 
at Madonna House. 


| diversion. 





up there. And ask Our Lady 
to keep us in her sweet pro- 
tection. 

You used to call yourself 
the cow’s tail, because you 
were always the last to ar- 
rive anywhere. This time you 
were the first to get there, 
and we are the ones hanging 
behind. Well, we’ll be seeing 
you, we hope—and maybe 
sooner than you think. God 
keep you. 

—The Staff 
—————_—_—_9—___——- 


DRAMA OF FAITH COMES 





(Continued from Page One) 


I had to sit it through. I 
had to look unworried. 

Slowly at first, then faster 
and faster, I started to make 
acts of Faith. And to plead 
with Mary for the coal, not 
only because of our need for 
warmth and food, but also 
because a man’s soul was in- 
volved. And all through my 
silent prayer the old wall 
clock marched on, ticking its 
amens. 

Dinner brought a welcome 
Washing many 
dishes helped. Then it was 
2 p.m., and I was back at 
my desk, silent, somewhat 
afraid, yet still believing. 

The Last Scuttle 

Three o’clock. Three- 
twenty. The last vestiges of 
coal dust went into the 
Quebec heater. The range 
was cold. And from the kit- 
chen a nasty draft was be- 
ginning to be felt. 

The cook came into the 
library, carefully closing the 
kitchen door. His supper was 

repared, but there was no 

eat to cook it. - 

Three thirty-seven, a quar- 
ter to four. Ten minutes to— 

The Communist laughed 





and started to harangue the 
silent, morose crowd of men. 
My heart felt heavy, and my 
soul darkened for a moment. 
Of course I had been pre- 
sumptuous. 

Five minutes to four. . 
Three ... 

The voice of the orator 
became a pain in my ears 
and tears were close. One 
minute to four. 

The front door opened 
with a bang. A dirty-faced 
man with a dirtier paper in 
his hand, stamped off the 
snow vigorously, and inquir- 
ed if this was Friendship 
House. 

He had, he said, orders to 
deliver a ton of coal. Would 
someone look sharp and help 
him to put it where it had 
to go? He did not have all 
day to deliver it. 

Clock Strikes Four 

The old clock struck four. 
Never had its hoarse, wizen- 
ed, old voice made such 
music in my ears. No other 
sound was heard. No one 
moved. The coal driver stood 
still and looked around be- 
wildered at the quality of 
the silence that greeted his 
rapid speech. We must have 
appeared to him deaf and 
dumb. 

Suddenly everyone was 
moving, shouting, coming 
and going out to help to get 
that ton of coal into the coal 
bin we had built in our back 
yard. 

Alone the now silent Com- 
munist and I, sat and looked 
at one another. 

Slowly he got up, looking 
at the Crucifix before which 
always burned a vigil light. 
He said distinctly and clear- 
ly, “Nazarene, You win a- 
gain.” 

Not long ago I received an 
invitation to an Ordination. 
I could not go. It was too far. 
It would cost too much to 
travel. But I was there in 
spirit. For it was the Ordin- 
ation of the man who did 
not believe that God could 
send coal to His tired, freez- 
ing children of the Toronto 
slums. Alleluia! 


wee 


THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
Pius XI answered this clear- 
ly — by an indoctrinated, 
trained, organized, man- 
dated laity, which alone can 
penetrate ALL FACETS OF 
HUMAN LIFE ... ALL 
CORNERS OF THE MARK- 
ET PLACES ... WALK 
WITH ALL AGES... AND 
BELONG TO ALL CON- 
DITIONS OF LIFE. They 
and they alone truly could 
and should, restore man and 
all his institutions to Christ! 


Makes sense, does it not, 
dear friends? Makes sense 
and is business-like too, and 
logical. For how else is 
Christ going to meet Mr. and 
Mrs. and Miss Everybody, 
but through you and me, 
whose lives have but one 
goal... TO GIVE BIRTH 
TO CHRIST IN US... AND 
TO ALLOW HIM TO GROW 
TO MANHOOD IN US... 
SO THAT ALL ALONG THE 
LINE OF OUR LIVES WE 
MAY MANIFEST; OR “WIT- 
NESS,” HIM TO OTHERS. 


You may ask about that 
“our life has but one goal” 
business. For you may think 
it has many others. But if 
you sit down and think it 
all out carefully, you will 
understand. 


You and I have been creat- 
ed but for one goal... THE 
BEATIFIC VISION. The 
only way we can reach it 
is by obeying God’s Com- 
mandments. And what are 
they? TO LOVE GOD A- 
BO ALL THINGS, AND 
ONE’S NEIGHBORS’ AS 











ONESELF. 
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t’s Your Proof? 

How are you going to 
prove your love to God and 
man? By obeying God’s laws. 
One of these is His com- 
mandment to preach the 


.|Gospels to all nations and 


all people. 

For you and me _ that 
means the home, the busi- 
ness office, the school, the 
market-places of the world. 
IT MEANS BEING CATHO- 
LIC ACTIONISTS. 


That is what Pope Pius XI 
expressed in His Encyclical 
Letter, “Ubi Arcano Dei.” 

Buy it, (it costs only ten 
cents). Borrow it. READ IT. 

On your reading it, and 
knowing it, and living it, 
depends your life ... your 
home... your nation... the 
fate of the whole world. 

In the September issue I 
will tell you about the dis- 
tinguishing points between 
the early form of Catholic 
Action and the modern one. 
In the meantime take a 
look around you. Take a 
look into your own heart. 
And ask yourself sincerely 
and honestly— 

ARE YOU SATISFIED 


WITH WHAT YOU SEE? 
$ 





House Built 
On A Rock .- 


By Mrs. Robert Rock 











(Continued from July) 


By ten o’clock I feel very 
proud of myself. I have to 
remember I had some aw- 
fully good help. My system 
surely works. Every morning 
for several years I have 
offered up “washing the 
breakfast dishes” for Bishop 
Sheen. That is my special 
prayer for him and his work, 
and I am very happy to have 
a share in his responsibili- 
ties. Wonder how many egg- 
covered dishes I have wash- 
ed for him. The prayers must 
help — each year I have 
more dishes to wash and 
each year he gets better. 

B.V.M. — And Tommy 

Blessed Mother helps me 
make the beds and do the 
laundry and straighten up. 
After all, she is very efficient 
in those things because she 
had precisely the same vo- 
cation as I. Tommy is a big 
help with the vacuum clean- 
er. I plug it in, he pulls it 
out. “All right, Tommy, you 
push it awhile.” 

I run upstairs to pull out 
the clothes for the colored 
family. When we first looked 
at the house, I was terribly 
impressed with the upstairs 
cedar closet. Surely, I said, 
this is like the Very Rich. 
But it has turned out to be 
for the Very Poor, God’s be- 
loved people who are so like 
Him in material goods. In 
this closet I keep the clothes 
which the good women in 
our parish donate for others. 
Here are the boxes of lay- 
ettes for the new babies 
under the-care of Catholic 
Charities. This closet is for 
our neighbors. 

With an arm full of little 
boys’ and girls’ clothes, I 
descend to see in what state 
I will find the first floor. 
Usually when I turn my 
back we have a new furni- 
ture arrangement. This time 
it isn’t too bad. Tommy is 
only playing with my glasses 
and pen. 

Dime Store Attar 

“Mama, do I look like a 
real lady?” Mary has at last 
emerged from her room, and 
her role for the day has been 
resolve@. Here she is in her 
best blouse, little short skirt, 
Jeff’s socks, and my shoes. 
And she is thoroughly sat- 
urated with the “Apple Blos- 





(Continued on Page Four) 
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Children’s Day 


On October 4th, the fourth 
National Children’s Day in 
honor of Our Lady of Fatima 
will be celebrated through- 
out the U. S. This is a day 
set aside to make the child- 
ren feel how important it is 
to offer up their prayers to 
the Blessed Mother in 
thanksgiving for the great 
privilege she bestowed on 
them. She chose to appear 
to three little children at 
Fatima as proof of her trust- 
ing them with the most im- 
portant message of solace 
the world has ever known, 
with a warning they must 
do the things she asked. She 
entrusted them with the 
message to tell the people 
‘ because of their truthfulness 
and simplicity. 

Through their prayers 
asking for her intercession, 
we may be granted the peace 
of the world both spiritually 
and materially that we so 
sorely need. And they will 
fulfill her wishes on that day 
by saying the Rosary, offer- 
ing up Prayers and Sacri- 
fices, and all their goodness 
and devotions, to her Im- 
maculate Heart. The child- 
ren on this day are asked 
to attend the devotions in 
their own church. , 

National Children’s Day 
was established in Dallas 
with the blessing of Most 
Rev. Joseph Patrick Lynch, 
Bishop of Dallas. It is spon- 
sored by the Catholic Wom- 
an’s League. 

———$_____ 9 —————————— 


HOUSE BUILT ON A ROCK 











(Continued from Page Three) 
som” perfume her Daddy 
bought her. Men, men! Bob 
got it at the dime store and 
was quite proud of his bar- 
gain: a quart for a quarter. 
Even if they were not so 
generous it would help. 
Somehow I keep getting the 
impression that the “apple 
blossoms” were not quite 
fresh. 

“You look lovely, dear,” I 
answer, truthfully, for any- 
one in any rig would be love- 
ly with such sparkling eyes 
and such a happy little 
smile. “Now, how about 
being a real lady and watch- 
ing Tommy for me just a 
few minutes.” 

“But, Mama, he bites.” 

“T know, and it’s terrible. 
You see, he is much smaller 
than you, and biting is the 
only way he knows to get 
the best of you. But I won’t 
have it, so you watch him 
. carefully and tell me if he 
tries to bite you.” 

“May we have an apple?” 
I suppose she hopes to in- 
terest Tommy’s teeth in 
something else. 

“Sure.” 

Big sister and little broth- 
er are off, one hand in one 
hand and an apple apiece in 
the other. I smile gratefully 
—and wait for the crash and 
shriek that most certainly 
will come soon. 

The Other Half 

Not long afterwards, Mary, 

Tommy and I drive away 





with the box of clothes for 
the poor family. 

“Where we going, Ma- 
ma?” asks Mary eagerly. The 
children love little jaunts in 
the car. 

“First, to take some cloth- 
es to Mrs. Moorman for some 
poor little boys and girls, 
and then to do a couple of 
errands.” ‘ 

“Don’t the little boys and 
girls have any clothes?” 

“Not many — not nearly 
enough. And no warm coats 
and leggings.” 

“Why don’t they, Mama? 
Why don’t they have as 
much as we do?” 

“I think, Mary, it is be- 
cause some people are sel- 
fish. You see, in this big, 
wonderful world, God has 
given us enough clothes and 
food so that everyone should 
have plenty. He has showed 
us how to use all the things 
He, put in the world, so that 
everybody could have plenty 
of nice warm things to wear 
and lots of good food to eat. 
And always _ remember, 
Mary: God has not kept 
these things from anyone— 
we keep them from_ each 
other. 

“God loves everybody and 
He wants all His friends to 
enjoy His goodness. But 
some people want God’s gifts 
only for themselves, and 
they want too much. Per- 
haps they give a little to the 
poor, but never really 
enough. When God lets a lot 
of riches come to us, He 
wants us to share them, and 
He will be harsh with us 
later if we don’t.” 

“Who keeps’ everything 
away from the boys and 
girls that we are taking 
these things to?” 

We Love Ourselves 

“All of us around here 
who want things for  our- 
selves regardless of whether 
these poor people have 
enough. God told us to love 
our neighbors as ourselves. 
Of course that means we 
must love ourselves, for God 
made us, but then it means, 
too, we must love our neigh- 
bors just as much as we love 
ourselves. We should want 
clothes and good things to 
eat only because they help 
us to love and obey God. And 
we should want all people, 
our neighbors, to have just 
as much as we do.” 

“I got two raincoats for 
Christmas. Some poor little 
girl can have the prettiest.” 

(God bless you, Mary. May 
you grow and grow in that 
spirit, for only in that man- 
ner will you find genuine 
happiness in this life. If 
your mother can only impart 
to you the value of selfless 
love of God in His creatures, 
she will have done you the 
greatest service she knows.) 

We have reached’ the 
Green Valley section of Arl- 
ington, the “colored sec- 
tion.” Presently we are talk- 
ing to Mrs. Moorman, a soft- 
spoken, refined, elderly 
mother who is more or less 
a shepherd for the poor 
sheep of this neighborhood. 

It Is So Little 


We take the clothes down 


to her spotless basement in 
which she sorts and keeps 
them for whoever may need 
them. She is telling me how 
grateful they are for the 
clothes we bring them. 
(Dear God, it is so little!) 
Now she tells me about the 
party after Mass, one Christ- 
mas morning, for the poor- 
est children of her parish, 
and how they were so thrill- 
ed to receive a few little toys, 
a little bag of candy, and an 
orange apiece. God bless 
them. 

“Can you use more clothes 
now?” 

“Oh, yes,” she answers. 
“Just the other day I heard 
about a real needy family. 
There are three children. 
The father died suddenly 
three months ago, and the 
mother hasn’t been able to 
get work and take care of 
the children. Of course the 
neighbors have been helping 
out, but I know the children 
need clothes. Then poor Mr. 
Winter is so shabby. He isn’t 
a Catholic, but of course 
that doesn’t matter. The 
poor soul lives by himself, 
and barely gets enough to 
eat. Then there are the 
Greens...” 

I leave Mrs. Moorman, 
feeling all the more ashamed 
of my weakness. Dear God, 
I never thank You enough. 
I never do enough. Help me 
help those friends of Yours. 
You must feel very much at 
home in these poor people. 

Darn it — how can any- 
one feel the slightest bit 
superior socially or ment- 
ally or morally to Mrs. Moor- 
man? It is like feeling so- 
cially superior to God, for 
she is made in His image, 
and perhaps more closely 
resembles Him than any of 
us because she radiates and 
magnifies His virtues. And 
she is abused as He is, ignor- 
ed as He is, cast off as He 


is! 
(To Be Continued) 


OLGA, KSANA, MARINNA 


(Continued from Page One) 
The Necessities 


Now, due to the infinite 
charity of my-friends, who 
helped them all through 
these years, they are in the 
U.S.A., in Brooklyn, in a 
small; cold flat. Again, 
through the charity of 
friends, they have the bare 
necesities . . . but so much 
more is needed to make the 
flat a home! Sheets, blank- 
ets, pillow cases, pillows, 
china, kitchen utensils, bath, 
hand and dish towels, face 
cloths, chairs, tables, maybe 
a ere or two, a 
crucifix. 


May I again . . . because I 
myself am poor for God’s 
sake ... beg my good friends 
especially in the East, to send 
them these things that we 
cannot send across the bord- 
er, because of the expense 
and _ difficulties involved 
with customs? 

And if there is anyone 
who knows of a job for 
Ksana the sole support of 
the little family, please let 
her know. Her English is 





poor yet, 


able. She loves the country- 
side. She is willing to work 
at anything, and to learn 
any kind of job that will pay 
enough to support the three 
of them in more than frugal 
comfort. 
Hospitals Maybe 

Perhaps Catholic hospitals 
need someone to look after 
their linen ... or there is a 
job in a factory that pays a 
wee bit better than what 
Ksana gets now. 

They are _ so_ intensely 
happy to be in the country 
of their constant dreams 
that they are content with 
all that comes their way... 
but also it is not easy to get 
adjusted . . . and perhaps 
someone who lives in New 
York would like to meet 
them and give them a wel- 
come to the U.S.A., with that 
intimate personal note that 
makes such a difference. 

Their address is 923 
BLAKE ST., BROOKLYN, 
N.Y., 3rd floor apt. 

Callers would be most wel- 
come evenings and Sundays. 





the Master, ‘Suffer the little 
children to come unto Me’.” 

The “teacher’s aid” is not 
illustrated. It is supplied 
with questions to ask the 
children after they have 
read the various chapters in 
their books. Questions such 
as these: 

“Who was chosen by God 
to be the earthly mother of 
Jesus, and how was she told 
of that honor? 

“With whom did Mary 
hasten to share her wonder- 
ful secret, and why?” 

There are also quotations 
furnished by the author for 
the convenience of the teach- 
er, and a number of 
thoughts to give the child- 
ren after they have answ- 
ered the questions. For in- 
stance— 

“The highest of ‘earthly 
honors is nothing compared 
with the duties and respon- 
sibilities of being a mother.” 

ihaads 

We shall not wake up in 
Heaven wondering how on 
earth we got there.—Bruce 


‘Marshall. 
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Books for Africa? 











General Mickey, by Peter 
Lappin, Salesiana publish- 


ers, 166 pp., $2.25, U.S.A. 
This is the story of Mickey 
Magone, a tough Italian boy, 
who, under the tutelage of 
St. Don John Bosco, became 
one of the saintliest of stud- 
ents. This is Father Lappin’s 
first book, and a good one. 
It is possible that someday 
his hard young hero’s cause 
may be introduced at Rome. 
The Children’s Friend, by 
Thomas A. Lahey, B. Herder 
Book Co., 203 pp, paper- 
bound, $1.95, U.S.A., accom- 
anied by a “‘Teacher’s Aid,” 
und in cloth. 

The paper-covered book is 
for the pupil, and is illus- 
trated with paintings by 
Tissot. It is a story of the 
life of Christ, written for 
children. It’s author, a priest 
of the Holy Cross order, and 
a Ph.D., dedicates it ‘‘to the 
children of the world, young 





but understand-! 


and old alike, in humble 





obedience to the request of 


Mr. Fabian O. Osa Afiana 
of MARKUDI, NIGERIA, 
WEST AFRICA, a layman 
officially engaged in Catho- 
lic Action, humbly begs for 
Catholic Magazines and 
books to be sent to him, for 
distribution. 


When we get to Heaven 
and see all the happiness 
which is to be ours forever 
we shall wonder why we 
wanted to remain one day 
on earth.—Cure D’Ars. 





Every time I pass a Church 
I go in and make a visit 
So that when they carry 
me in 
God won’t say, “who is it?” 
—Anon 


Take The Count 
Before you flare up at 


anyone’s faults —take time 
out to count ten — ten of 
your own.—The Sign. 
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